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see as in a glass thy every mood painted on the
surface of my face. Ah! dost thou ask me what
I am ? Alas 1 I am a target for the poisoned arrows
which Love shoots at me in the form of thy beauty
greater than his own. And I am like a bare and
withered, leafless and frost-bitten tree, which has
suddenly shot up into blossom at the coming of
spring in thy form. But as for thee, why, O why
dost thou regard me that live for only thee as if
I were a deadly snake, and thou a startled deer?
In vain, in vain, dost thou endeavour to repel me,
for I will not be repelled. I will melt thy cold
ice in thy despite, by the fire of my affection, and
drown thee in its flood, and sweep thee away from
the rocks of thy resistance^ till thou art lost for
ever in its dark and pearly depths.

And as Aja stood, listening in confusion to her
words, which poured from her like a torrent, sud-
denly she clapped her hands, and exclaimed, as
he started again at her vehemence: Ha! shall I
tell thee, thou wilful and reluctant boy, of what
thou dost remind me, standing as it were aghast,
and obstinately set against me, mute, and yet
asking what I am? Know, that long ago there
was a King, who had for wives a thousand queens.
And it happened that one day, he went with his